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Rapid  Education 

Grade  11  Experiences  White  Water  Rafting 

The  graduating  class  of  '95  recently  went  to  the  New 
World  Rafting  Center  to  take  on  the  white  water  of  the 
Rouge  River.  The  activities  were  fun  and  the  food  was 
good,  but  behind  all  the  good  times  that  were  had  was  a 
blatant  description  of  what  our  Selwyn  House  really  is: 
a  group  of  people  who  all  know,  but  do  not  necessarily 
acknowledge,  each  other.  The  factional  aspect  of  our 
grade  first  appeared  even  before  our  departure.  In  the 
overcrowded  bus,  not  only  did  friends  sit  with  friends,  but 
football  players  with  football  players,  smokers  with  other 
Lsmokers,  Asians  with  other  Asians,  whites  with  whites, 
and  so  on.  The  five-year  veterans  of  the  football  team 
occupied  about  six  aisles  in  the  far  end  of  the  b  is.  When 
a  non-football  player  dared  venture  back  to  look  for  a 
seat,  his  name  was  called  out  like  a  mantra  until  everyone  decided  to  stop  singing  and  start  mauling  him, 
beating  him  down  on  the  floor  of  the  bus.  Not  that  he  was  really  harmed,  but  the  motive  behind  the  action  was 
apparent:  he  was  different. 

When  we  arrived,  I  found  out  that  my  bag  had  fallen  off  the  other  bus  in  the  middle  of  the  highway  and  had 
subsequently  been  flattened  by  a  Mack  truck.  One  of  the  passengers  was  kind  enough  to  test  Quebec 
substandard  driving  and  fetch  it.  When  I  learned  of  this,  I  was  surprised,  but  nevertheless  found  it  pretty  funny, 
but  my  mirth  wore  off  during  our  first  exercise.  The  entire  grade  was  to  line  up  in  double  file  while  the  people 
facing  each  other  were  to  join  hands.  The  person  at  the  beginning  of  the  line  was  to  jump  onto  the  bridge  of 
hands,  and  would  then  be  passed  along  until  he  reached  the  end  of  the  line.  It  was  a  blast  until  someone 
unpopular  was  up.  He  was  tossed  like  a  sack  of  manure  until  he  reached  about  halfway  down  the  line,  where  he 
was  intentionally  dropped.  Sure,  I  laughed  with  everyone  else,  but  when  I  saw  the  shame  on  his  face  I  felt  i  pang 
of  guilt,  knowing  that  I  had  wilfully  panicipated  in  this  barbarism.  I  didn't  lose  any  sleep,  but  I  wondered  how 
the  dropped  fellow  could  sleep,  considering  that  he  had  about  five  bruises  and  was  now  entertaining  the  fact  that 
he  just  wasn't  accepted.  Continued  on  page  2 
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Continued  from  page  1 

That  night,  we  went  to  the  pool  at 
the  Chateau  Montebello  to  learn 
some  rafting  skills  and  play  water 
polo.  While  waiting  outside  for  the 
pool  to  open  (it  was  10  pm  and  the 
lifeguard  had  gone  home  to  sleep), 
the  grade  broke  off  into  its  own  lit- 
tle societies  once  again.  Some  pre- 
fects who  were  friendly  talked 
together,  the  Westmount  residents 
intercoursed,  and  I  floated  around, 
not  saying  much  but  picking  up  an 
emerging  trend  of  our  grade.  It's  a 
fact  that  many  people  in  grade 
eleven  are  wondering  how  a  certain 
number  of  prefects  (not  all) 
became  so  when  nobody  had  voted 
for  them.  The  general  consensus 
was  that  the  students  had  little  to  do 
with  the  vote,  and  this  anti-authori- 
tarian sentiment  built  up  quickly. 
Most  of  the  agonizingly  lengthy 
time  waiting  (around  two  hours) 
was  spent  making  fun  of  someone 


by  putting  on  a  Bavarian  accent  and 
repeating  the  phrases  "Loook  aht 
me,  I  ahm  puhfect"  and  "Ah  need 
too  fmden  a  meerhah  to  loook  at  my 
puhfection".  The  person  didn't 
know  he  was  being  mocked,  and  all 
agreed  it  was  funnier  that  way.  It 
seemed  sad  that  the  only  way 
we  could  bond  as  a  group  was  to 
collectively  ridicule  someone. 

The  next  day,  we  all  poured  our- 
selves into  ill-fitting  and  funky- 
smelling  wetsuits  and  hit  the  river. 
This  was,  in  many  aspects,  the  best 
part  of  the  trip.  The  preselected 
groups  of  ten  or  eleven  all  got  to 
know  each  other  better  by  facing 
gigantic  swells  and  swirls  together, 
helping  each  other  into  the  boat 
when  they  bailed.  At  lunch  every- 
one shared  agonies  over  their 
raunchy  wetsuits  and  the  funny- 
tasting  soup.  When  it  staned  to  rain, 
everyone  tossed  on  their  skin-tight 
water  armour  and  headed  to  the 


bus,  which  took  us  to  the  beginning 
of  the  Seven  Sisters,  a  group  o^ 
churning  water  infernos  separatesP 
by  relative  calm  water.  Many  bails 
later,  we  reached  our  final  destina- 
tion, the  New  World,  and  climbed 
up  towards  the  campsite.  As  well 
as  being  the  most  exhilarating  part 
of  the  trip,  I  think  the  rafting  was 
the  only  part  of  the  trip  that  lived  up 
to  its  purpose  of  orientation.  When 
we  returned  to  the  New  World  com- 
plex, stories  of  bravery  and  cow- 
ardice were  shared,  with  high  fives 
all  around.  Everyone  who  went  into 
the  lukewarm  hot  tub  laughed  to  the 
point  of  oxygen  loss  as  people  com- 
ing towards  the  area  stepped  on 
Biff,  a  dead  frog  found  in  one  of  the 
pools.  The  time  between  breakfast 
and  dinner  that  day  was  the  best  of^ 
the  trip  and  waylaid  at  least  ten( 
porarily  my  thoughts  that  our  grade 
was  nothing  but  a  collection  of  indi- 
vidual factions. 

Continued  on  page  5 


My  Locker,  The  Black  Hole  '^"^  exactly  the  size 

^,  ♦',,        ,  r      A7        o    J       ;v  you   need.   Your  new 

The  Hassles  of  a  New  School  Year 

•^  pen 

Most  boys  at  Selwyn  start  every 
year     with     new     books,     new 


binders,  new  pens  and  pencils, 
a  brand  new  calculator,  a  neat  and 
tidy  uniform,  and  a  clean  and 
orderly  locker.  Most  students  also 
try  to  keep  things  this  organized, 
but  as  they  quickly  realize,  it 
doesn't  work  that  way. 

After  about  two  or  three  weeks, 
the  new  books  can  be  pronounced 
dead,  and  you  find  out  that  the 
binder  you  got  for  English  class 


starts  to  run, 
and  your  pencils  have  been  sharp- 
ened into  stubs  the  height  of  a 
battery.  Your  brand  new  calculator 
all  of  a  sudden  starts  to  print  "hello" 
onto  the  screen,  and  nothing  else. 
Then  as  you  put  your  calculator 
back  into  your  pocket,  you  realize 
that  the  pocket  has  a  massive  hole 
in  it.  You  then  search  your  blazer, 
and  find  seven  rips.  Ooops!  And  to 
make  matters  worse,  you  can't  find 
a  book  report  in  your  locker, 
because  your  locker  is  a  black  hole. 
You   put   an   assignment   into   it. 


and  it'll  never  see  the  light  of 
day  again  (show  it  to  Mr.Moffat, 
and  you've  got  a  ticket 
through  physics!) 

Don't  worry.  If  these  things  haven't 
already  happened  to  you,  they 
eventually  will.  The  reality  at 
Selwyn  is  that  only  a  few 
students  are  able  to  stay  extremely 
organized,  and  the  rest  shouldn't 
even  bother  wasting  their  energy  on 
trying.  I  for  one  know  that  my 
locker  has  already  eaten  an 
assignment  or  two. 

-Joe  Szep^ 


October  26, 19^4 
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Whatever  happened  to  The  Fourth 
Dimension?  It  was  truly  the  last 
I  regular  literary  magazine  published 
by  Selwyn  House.  Though  I  was 
not  there  to  enjoy  that  publication, 
my  creative  writmg  class,  directed 
by  the  departed  IVlr.  Willett,  orga- 
nized its  successor,  The  Gryphon's 
Quill,  last  year.  The  Quill  was  not 
so  successrul.  It  came  out  in  low 
distribution  (several  dozen  issues) 
at  the  May  Open  House  '94;  title 
pages  to  short  stories  were  included 
m  the  middle  of  the  publication, 
poems  were  piinted  over  and  over, 
and  a  trio  ot  writers  monopolized 
the  entire  magazine. 

There  was  no  layout;  the  only  thing 
going  for  The  Gryphon's  Quill  was 
Its  creative  force.  Such  gifted  writ- 
ers as  Chris  Moffatt,  Rob 
Sniderman,  Gene  Krueger,  Max 
Neiderhofer,  and  more  than  half  a 


literary  macazine,  entitled  The 
Journal. I  will  be  acting  as  editor  of 
this  new  publication;  only  with 
your  help  can  I  produce  the  very 
best  magazine.  We  stan  publishing 
as  soon  as  the  manuscripts  are  in. 
Hopefully  an  early-October  print- 
ing date  can  be  established  and 
kept.  For  the  first  two  issues  of 
Nexus,  I  helped  Editor  Rick  Sen 
with  the  organization  (though  he 
deserves  100%  of  the  credit).  My 
presence  was,  in  fact,  only  needed 
because  the  students  were 
producing  so  much;  an 
overwhelming  20-odd  submissions 
were  produced  with  minimal 
pestering  and  no  chasing  after 
discs.  This  is  exactly  the  kind  of 
working  atmosphere  we  at  The 
Journal  would  love.  It  is  our 
pleasure  to  work  overtime,  reading 
your  submissions  and  even  accept- 
mg  some  of  them.    Don't  be  shy. 


Do  not  be  concerned  by  initial 
rejection;  with  your  permission,  we 
will  keep  your  manuscript  and 
probably  publish  it  in  the  near 
future.  Expect  to  have  several  sub- 
missions of  yours  cut  if  you  submit 
more  than  three  poems  or  one  short 
story  for  a  single  issue.  It  is  not  a 
sign  of  personal  rejection,  merely 
professional  deferral. 

Please  submit  all  manuscripts  on  a 
separate  piece  of  paper,  with  your 
name  and  the  piece  s  title  on  the 
same  paper  or  on  a  title  page.  This 
system  will  allow  me  to  easily  read 
the  submissions  before  the  publica- 
tion date  is  near;  when  Mr.  Shannon 
and  I  have  chosen  what  to  include 
in  the  upcoming  issue,  I  will  ask 
you  for  a  disc  with  your  file  on  it 
(preferably  typed  via  Macintosh). 
After  publication,  I  will  return  the 
disc  to  you  so  that  you  can  prepare 


Selwyn  House  Resaits  The  All-New  Cieative  Writing  Magszire 

The  Journal 


dozen  other  current  Grade  lO's  and 
1 1  's  worked  in  the  classroom  twice 
a  week  to  produce  their  fiction.  As 
I  said,  a  small  group  were  more 
published  than  the  others;  but 
everyone  worked  hard,  contributed 
a  lot  to  the  class,  and  created  what  I 
thought  was  potentially  a  fantastic 
publication. 

In  1994-95,  we  have  been  offered 
another  shot  at  the  literary  pot.  Mr. 
Willett  may  be  gone  to  Centennial 
Academy;  Creative  Writing  may  no 
longer  be  an  Arts  Option. 
However,  Mr.  Wearing  is  working 
hard  to  remedy  that  situation.  At 
this  very  moment,  he  and  Ms. 
Manning  are  organizing  an 
interactive,  extracurricular  program 
for  writers.  In  the  meantime,  Mr. 
Shannon  and  I  have  been  given  the 
chore  of  picking  up  the  helm  from 
Mr  Willett's  class  m  publishing  the 
all-new,       monthly       (hopefully) 


Your  submissions  do  not  have  to  be 
new.  If  necessary,  you  can  dig  into 
your  hard  disk  and  pull  out  the 
poem  you  find.  You  ve  certainly 
written  enough  short  stories, 
poems,  and  personal  essays  to  find 
a  couple  for  the  magazine.  We 
accept  any  form  of  fiction  (unless  it 
is  more  than  several  pages  long) 
and  even  personal  essays  and  recol- 
lections are  desirable.  As  for  who 
can  submit,  Mr.  Shannon's  goal  is 
to  have  a  diverse  crowd  from  all 
Secondary  Grades  (9- 1 1 );  but,  if  the 
Middle  School  wishes  to  submit, 
we  will  consider  anything  they 
have  to  offer. 

If  the  reaction  to  The  Journal  is 
anything  like  that  to  Nexus,  then  we 
should  have  no  problem  publishing 
a  four-  to  six-page  montnly  maga- 
zine. Obviously,  if  we  receive  any- 
thing like  twenty  stories  and  thirty 
poems,  we  will  have  to  cut  some. 


for  the  next  issue.  You  will  be  kept 
informed  on  the  next  submission 
date.  If  you  have  any  questions  or 
submissions,  see  me  in  Dr.  Harker's 
homeroom  (English  1)  during 
homeroom  period  or  Mr.  Shannon 
in   his   office   or   his   classroom. 

The  Journal  cenainly  has  potential 
to  be  a  success.  It  will  be  run  read- 
ing your  submissions.  Indeed  this 
literary  magazine  is  good  experi- 
ence for  all  those  interested  in  jour- 
nalism or  writing  fiction  profes- 
sionally. Even  those  who  merely 
want  to  see  their  name  in  print  (I 
know  you  are  out  there)  will  love 
this  opportunity  to  do  just  that. 
Contribute  to  The  Journal  and  you 
are  making  a  significant  contn'bu- 
tion  to  your  school  community. 
Basically,  it'll  be  fun  and  that's  all 
that's  imponant.  Thanks. 

-Adam  Ginter- 
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Where  Flatulence  is  Funny: 

An  Inside  Look  at  a  Typical  Selwyn  House 

If  one  looks  beyond  the  facade  of  Open  House,  the 
Parents'  Newsletters,  and  the  quarter  page  ads  in  The 
Gazette,  and  actually  sits  in  on  a  typical  day,  in  a  typi- 
cal Selwyn  House  class,  one  would  probably  find  a  dif- 
ferent breed  of  young  men  than  advertised  (possibly  a 
mutant  offshoot  due  to  the  consumption  of  too  many 
Selwyn  House  nearly  five-star  lunches).  In  fact,  one 
would  understandibly  question  whether  these  brutes 
qualified  as  humans  or  otherwise.  I  suppose  "Selwyn 
House,  the  breeding  ground  for  fundamentaly 
deranged  trolls,"  would  not  appear  tasteful  splashed 
across  a  promotional  poster,  yet,  that  statement  would 
probably  most  cogently  describe  the  student  body. 
After  all,  these  are  the  students  who  drove  a  substitute 
teacher  to  tears  and  probably  deterred  her  from  ever 
teaching  again. 

The  boys  at  Selwyn,  as  immature  as  they  can  be,  are 
nevenheless  sophisticated.  No  paper  airplanes  thrown 
here,  mind  you.  We  tend  to  go  for  launching  sandals  in 
socks  at  people's  heads,  sticking  paper,  rulers,  and 
whatever  else  within  grasp  into  heating  vents  so  as  to 
cause  that  wickedly  mind-stimulating  grating  noise, 


"9»)nmi  Page  4 


and  the  constant  possibility  of  breaking  into  the  chorus 
of  a  song  in  the  middle  of  a  class  for  no  apparent  rea^^ 
son.    In  fact,  almost  anything  can  set  off  this  rowd^^ 
bunch.  Here  is  a  list  of  the  ten  things  that  usually  sends 
a  class  reeling  into  lunacy: 

10.  Any  time  someone  pulls  a  hair  out  of  their  pants 

and  brandishes  it  as  a  weapon 
9.   Someone  passes  gas  loudly 
8.   Someone  pretends  to  pass  gas  loudly 
7.  Whenever  someone  lets  out  a  "SKEENOO- 

POW-NA-WOW!" 
6.  Whenever  M.  Claude  walks  into  a  class 
5.  Whenever  someone  starts  singing  "Happy 

Binhday" 
4.  Any  mention  of  the  words  "Sarby,  Sarby  Soir, 

and  Slurpee"  in  any  one  sentence 
3.  Any  time  someone  chants  "Nessim" 
2.  Any  mention  of  the  words  "wiggle,  wiggle" 
1.  Any  time  Pat  starts  dancing  to  the  beat  of  a  class' 

clapping 

As  one  can  plainly  see  after  experiencing  a  Selwyn 
House  class,  we  are  not  a  normal  gathering  of  souls, 
but  a  collection  of  maniacs  who  immediately  and  des- 
perately   require     professional     psychiatric     help^^ 

-Rick  Sen- 


The  Grade  11  Odyssey      ^'"s 


For  lack  of  a  better  expression,  it  was  a 
hell  of  a  time,  and  an  experience  that  has 
been  drowned  in  our  memory.  It  was  the 
ultimate  test  of  faith,  courage  and 
strength,  and  if  you  were  fortunate 
enough  to  fall  into  the  rapids,  a  matter  of 
survival  where  every  man  is  for  himself. 
The  vacation  was  over  and  the  ride  was 
just  beginning. 


ling  down  the  nver,  teasing 
your  nemesis.  We  had  willing- 
ly been  backed  against  a  mon- 
ster whose  ultimate  goal  was  to  pull  you 
out  of  your  boat  and  devour  you  whole. 
One  tends  to  wonder  what  would  hap- 
pen if  a  human  body  were  to  fall  in. 
Some  had  decided  to  find  out,  bringing 
their  guides  with  them. 


Upon  seeing  the  foaming  rapids  thun- 
dering downstream  just  two  miles  from 
New  World  Rafting  Expeditions,  I  must 
admit  that  they  didn't  look  like  very 
much.  It's  amazing  how  quickly  your 
point  of  view  can  change  when  travel- 


With  minor  psychological  damage,  we 
ventured  onward  to  face  progressively 
harder  and  more  violent  rapids,  all  of 
which  had  the  same  goal  as  the  first  we 
had  faced  earher  that  morning.  Among 
the  most  memorable  was  Sister 
Elizabeth,  apdy  named  after  the  woman 
who  had  supposedly  died  on  that  partic- 


ular rapid.  All  the  guides  had  left  each 
boat  to  see  if  we  were  paying  attention 
and  to  see  if  we  knew  what  we  were 
doing,  sort  of  a  pop  quiz,  if  you  will.  It 
was  obvious  that  we  weren't,  for  when 
we  reached  the  bonom,  almost  everyone 
had  been  forced  out  of  the  boat  by  either 
the  water  or  by  another  rafter.  And  final- 
ly a  rapid  not  to  be  forgotten  was  the 
"Forbidden  Wave",  on  which  only  two 
of  the  five  rafts  dared  to  venture. 
Unfortunately,  not  much  detail  can 
be  provided  since  we  were  told  to 
lean  into  the  boat  and  not  to  look 
up.  I  have  been  told,  however,  that 
the  front  of  my  boat,  one  of  the  two 
rafts  that  risked  life,  had  bent  90 
degrees. 

Continued  on  page  6 
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Continued  from  page  2 

i  Afier  another  enjoyable  supper  the  group 
was  split  into  the  sections  that  formed  the 
boats.  We  had  to  play  a  series  of  games 
involving  ingenuity  and  trust.  One  of  these 
games  involved  having  someone  close 
their  eyes  while  the  rest  of  the  group  made 
a  circle  around  him.  The  person  in  the  cen- 
ter was  supposed  to  keep  his  feet  together 
and  his  legs  straight,  and  then  fall.  His  fall 
would  be  stopped  by  the  people  in  the 
group,  who  would  then  direct  him  towards 
another  set  of  people  in  the  circle.  One  fel- 
low, who  is  particularly  unpopular,  was  left 
to  fall  to  the  ground  because  nobody  really 
cared  if  he  got  hurt.  He  tried  to  retaliate, 
but  he  was  laughed  off  as  a  loser.  He  was 
really  angry,  but  knew  he  couldn't  do  any- 
thing about  it.  The  caliber  of  his  insults 
was  on  par  with  a  mute  four  year-old  and  if 
he  took  a  swing  at  someone  the  rest  of  the 
grade  would  be  permanently  on  his  case.  I 
personally  thought  it  really  funny  when  he 

I  fell  until  I  caught  a  glimmer  of  utter  dejec- 
tion in  the  victim  that  I  had  felt  when  I  first 
arrived  at  Selwyn  House.  Everyone  likes 
their  milk  homogenized. 

Later  that  night  we  watched  the  videos  of 
our  daring  inside  the  cafeteria,  followed  by 
some  com  that  tore  the  skin  off  my  tongue 
with  its  heat.  When  our  culinary  delight 
had  subsided,  some  went  to  their  cabins  or 
tents,  others  to  a  bonfire.  After  discussing 
the  varied  and  mystical  world  of  fans  and 
thinking  up  new  cartoons  (Machine  Gun 
Billy  was  one),  everyone  decided  to  make 
fun  of  the  same  person  that  was  imitated 
outside  the  pool.  This  hatched  The  Tribal 
Wars  idea,  which  had  originated  the  previ- 
ous night  but  hadn't  been  engaged  because 
we  returned  from  the  pool  at  about  two  am. 
The  Tribal  Wars  were  a  series  of  pinecone 


raids  by  the  Chippewa  to  retaliate  against 
the  oppressive  power  of  the  white  man 
(WASPs).  Since  the  white  man  had  a  cabin 
with  an  aluminum  roof,  the  sound  of 
dozens  of  pinecones  being  tossed  at  it  was 
a  real  riot.  The  WASPs  (a.k.a.  the  Egowa) 
finally  decided  to  react  and  pelted  the  tent 
that  acted  as  Chippewa  headquarters  with 
their  own  evergreen  gatherings.  Cries  of, 
"Die,  minorities!"  and,  "Eat  pine,  Waspy" 
chorused  for  over  an  hour.  I  played  for  fun 
but  things  were  getting  taken  a  little  to 
seriously,  so  I  returned  to  my  cabin.  There 
I  found  our  lamp's  kerosene  sloshed  all 
over  the  floor.  The  explanation  was  that 
when  a  zealous  group  of  a  certain  minority 
burst  the  door  open  looking  for  the  same 
loser  who  was  to  be  tied  naked  to  a  tree  and 
danced  around  (yes,  it  was  plausible  that 
this  could  have  happened)  the  same  night, 
one  of  them  knocked  over  the  lamp.  My 
cabin  mates  were  all  tired  and  angry 
because  of  the  kerosene  spill,  not  to  men- 
tion the  incessant  smattering  of  pine  cones 
on  the  cabin  across  the  way  and  the 
demented  cackling  of  a  few  of  the  pine- 
tossing  perpetrators.  Only  when  there  was 
the  possibility  of  antagonizing  someone 
else  could  a  group  of  people  who  were 
friendly  without  all  being  friends  (the 
Chippewa)  unite. 

Saturday  morning  was  preceded  by  a 
sleepless  night  (it  was  -140  and  my  sleep- 
ing bag's  zipper  was  on  sabbatical)  and 
preceded  a  warm  breakfast.  The  day's 
schedule  involved  five  different  activities, 
including  volleyball,  mountain  biking, 
horseback  riding,  rock  climbing,  and 
sportyaking.  Sportyaks  are  inflatable  two- 
man  kayaks.  Franco  San  Gregorio  and  1 
shot  the  rapids  together,  and  the  adrenaline 
charge  we  got  was  well  worth  the  frosty 


water.  Rock  climbing  was  interesting  (the 
only  time  I've  ever  seen  Jordan 
Socaransky  exert  himself  physically)  to 
watch,  but  I  only  got  halfway  up  before  we 
had  to  leave.  Volleyball  was  bland,  and 
horseback  riding  helped  me  understand 
why  cowboys  mosey.  These  experiences 
also  served  the  purpose  of  Orientation,  but 
not  as  much  so  as  the  rafting  had.  Many  of 
these  activities  were  individual  and  only 
the  rock  climbing  necessitated  the  support 
of  others.  Nevertheless,  I  had  an  enjoyable 
lime. 

When  we  returned  home  after  another  ride 
on  a  segregated  bus,  my  feelings  about  the 
trip  were  mixed.  By  grade  eleven  everyone 
has  already  formed  their  own  little  cliques, 
and  you've  got  to  be  pretty  damn  special  to 
peneu^ate  the  huddle.  Knowing  everyone 
and  having  taken  trips  as  a  group  earlier,  I 
didn't  see  much  point  in  an  outing  made  to 
get  closer.  Watching  all  the  little  groups 
split  into  their  own  cabins  along  ethnocen- 
tric lines  while  all  the  "losers"  were  stuck 
together  in  the  shoddiest  rf  tents  disgusted 
me.  What  disgusted  me  even  more,  howev- 
er, was  that  I  accepted  and  preferred  this 
system  to  any  other.  That  I  laugh  when 
people  fail  miserably  trying  to  fit  in  hurts 
me  more  than  anyone  else,  including  the 
non-accepted.  I  saw  losers  pushed  aside  as 
rugby  and  football  players  surged  ahead 
for  their  own  bags,  making  sure  not  to 
harm  each  other's  bags  but  almost  deliber- 
ately trampling  anyone  else's.  And  1 
laughed,  and  thought  about  what  I  and  my 
group  of  friends  would  partake  in  that 
night.  I  thought  about  what  everyone  else 
was  going  to  do,  and  I  found  that  I  didn't 
care  enough  about  them  to  strain  myself. 

-Patrick  Somers- 


AC«itest  SpmsMied  by  Mr.  Stewart:  Prizes  to  be  Wcxi! 
See  Page  9  for  Details 
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Continued  from  page  4 

After  wolfing  down  an  excellent 
roast  beef  dinner,  we  were 
separated  into  our  groups  once 
again  and  our  crew  of  guides 
decided  to  test  our  mental  abilities 
in  an  array  of  mind  twisting  games 
that  proved  that  a  peaceful  and  suc- 
cessful conclusion  can  be  reached 
by  working  as  a  team.  My  team 
was  the  exception.  We  were  then 
told  to  go  to  a  bonfire  that  the 
teachers  had  built.  Once  everyone 
was  there,  they  promptly  vanished 
so  that  the  grade  eleven's  could 
have  a  chance  to  get  to  know  each 
other  better.     The  fire  was  soon 


pissed  on  and  we  went  back  to  our 
tents. 

The  river  had  awaken  the  warrior  in 
each  of  us,  and  the  safety  we  had 
risked  earlier  that  day  would  soon 
abandon  us.  While  some  the 
hunters,  others  were  the  hunted 
with  no  escape,  in  this  primitive 
war  against  the  infidels  and  the 
non-believers.  Poor  Biff  never 
made  it. 

Almost  no  one  had  woken  up  the 
next  morning  when  Mr.  Wearing 
went  around  with  our  wake-up  call, 
"wakey,  wakey".    On  the  schedule 


for  our  final  day,  we  were  to  rotate 
every  two  hours  to  different  sports^ 
which  included  mountain  biking; 
sport-yaking  (a  two-man  raft), 
horseback  riding,  mountain  climb- 
ing, volleyball,  and  a  chance  to 
have  a  much  needed  rest  in 
between. 

The  Orientation  Weekend  brought 
the  entire  graduating  class,  if  not 
greatly,  a  little  closer  together  and, 
excuse  the  cliche,  it'll  be  an  experi- 
ence that  we'll  never  forget 
.  And  for  all  you  future  grads, 
remember  :  the  river  is  wild. 

-Christopher  Moffatt- 


Modern  Maxims 

Proverbs  date  back  thousands  of 
years,  perhaps  longer  than  the 
appearance  of  the  English  lan- 
guage. Collections  like  The  Book 
of  Proverbs  and  Miguel  de 
Cervante's  novel  Don  Ouixote  rep- 
resent the  more  familiar  expres- 
sions. Despite  their  age  and  the 
influx  of  new  terms,  proverbs  have 
not  lost  much  of  their  importance. 
In  this  age  of  political  correctness, 
the  one  below  seems  particularly 
relevant  : 

"He  who  guards  his  mouth  and 
tongue  Guards  his  soul  from 
trouble" 

Book  of  Proverbs 

The  conventional  skeptic  may  point 
out  that  silence  only  benefits  the 
ignorant.  The  best  thing  one  can  do 
is  voice  their  own  opinion,  and  this 
is  true  to  a  certain  extent.  Yet,  I 
have  a  problem  with  this  vantage 
point.  With  so  many  conflicting 
opinions,  there  is  bound  to  be  a 


conflict  somewhere.  This  school  of 
thoughts  also  encourages  the  devel- 
opment of  what  we  call  an  incessant 
nuisance  -  the  motor-mouth.  While 
some  people  may  be  content  to  lis- 
ten to  their  own  voice  run  on  about 
nothing  for  hours,  I  do  not  share 
their  enthusiasm.  Constant  gossip 
and  idle  conversation  are  nothing 
more  than  attempts  to  make  the 
time  go  by.  In  the  process  of 
eliminating  silence,  these  aspiring 
orators  have  cut  out  the  chance  for 
others  to  speak. 

The  benefits  of  moderation  need 
not  include  aphony,  however.  Many 
politicians  and  businessmen  have 
already  discovered  the  ease 
involved  in  riding  the  tide  of  opin- 
ion. Ethics  in  health  care,  govern- 
ment regulation  of  television  vio- 
lence, and  gun  control  are  only  a 
few  examples.  Ten  years  ago,  there 
were  fewer  outspoken  supporters  in 
these  areas.  Today  a  wave  of  opin- 
ions and  comments  is  flooding  the 
newspapers.  In  the  period  between, 


many  people  kept  quiet,  watching 
the  rise  and  fall  of  public  opinion. 
Guarding  one's  mouth  also  has  its 
disadvantages,  however.  Of  course, 
someone  else  invented  a  proverb  to 
demonstrate  this:  ^ 

"It  is  better  to  ask  a  question  and 
appear  ignorant  for  a  minute  than  to 
remain  in  the  dark  for  a  lifetime  " 
Chinese  Proverb. 

Staying  silent  remains  an  escape  to 
many  questions  and  criticism,  but  it 
also  takes  a  concious  effort  to  con- 
trol one's  opinions  and  thoughts, 
especially  if  they  don't  coincide 
with  anyone  else's.  I  don't  advocate 
political  correctness  -  in  fact,  I 
detest  it.  I  feel  the  same  way,  how- 
ever, about  those  who  pronounce  an 
opinion  because  it  will  gain  them 
more  publicity.  Upon  casual  inspec- 
tion, proverbs  may  seem  antiquat- 
ed, but  they  remain  at  the  base  of 
the  language.  They  often  acurately 
portray  human  behaviour,  and 
there's  always  one  for  each  day  of 

the  year.  ^ 

-Karl  Herbi^ 
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The  Common  Room  Controversy 


Any  student  who  has  ever  ventured 
incognito  in  the  staff  room  knows 
what  a  lavish  place  it  is.  On  one 
side  lie  the  appliances  that  less 
adventurous  teachers  employ  to 
evade  lunch:  the  microwave  and  the 
refrigerator  provide  all  the  conve- 
nience of  home.  On  the  other  is  the 
renowned  Mr.  Coffee®,  which 
spews  anything  from  frothy  hot 
chocolate  to  cafeine-free  diet 
mocha  espresso.  Separating  them  is 
a  set  of  elegant  black  leather  furni- 
ture and  a  big,  soft  couch.  Teachers, 
on  the  average,  work  hard  all  day 
and  deserve  a  haven  like  this  to 
relax,  sip  some  Jamaican  double- 
blend  and  gossip  about  us  horrible 
kids.  The  administration  that  pro- 
vided this  haven  obviously  agrees. 
But  we  students  also  work  hard  all 
day  and  we  too  deserve  a  place  to 
unwind  and  perhaps,  on  occasion, 
badmouth  our  teachers.  The  admin- 
istration, obviously,  disagrees. 

For  the  first  three  years  of  my  life  at 
Selwyn,  the  senior  class,  and  some- 
times the  grade  ten  class,  enjoyed  a 
modest  common  room.  It  wasn't 
much:  a  small  room  with  a  couch  or 
two,  a  table  and  a  view  of  the  gym. 
However,  when  it  finally  came  to 
my  class  to  enjoy  the  limited  com- 
mon room  benefits  that  grade  ten 
boys  traditionally  receive,  it  disap- 
peared. Selwyn,  it  appeared,  had 
thought  of  yet  another  way  to  make 
money.  Instead  of  running  a  sport 
store  simply  to  supply  kids  with 
proper  phys-ed  attire,  S.H.S.  decid- 
ed to  create  a  full-scale  shop  where 
anyone  could  buy  any  type  of 
Selwyn  paraphernalia,  ranging 
from  ties  to  hats  to  a  mutated  team 


jacket  to  a  full  uniform  deluxe  edi- 
tion or  regular.  Of  course  this 
embryonic  enterprise  needed  a 
proper  location,  so  it  took  over  the 
book  room.  Where  did  the  books 
go?  They  were  warehoused  in  our 
common  room.  Hence  was  a  well 
established  privilege  (some  might 
say  it  is  a  right)  usurped  by 
capitalist  endeavor. 

Prefects  rallied  but  were  quashed. 
The  voice  of  the  administration 
came  down  like  thunder:  there 
would  be  no  common  room  that 
year.  Gay  ton's  gang  acceded.  This 
was  just  one  thing  they  would  have 
to  do  without,  for  a  year,  until  a 
suitable    place   could    be    found. 

This  year  the  first  thing  on  the  pre- 
fects' agenda  was  the  restoring  of  a 
common  room  to  the  senior  class. 
In  our  first  meeting  with  the 
Headmaster  we  were  told  that  this 
was  a  lofty  goal,  and  that,  at  least 
for  the  first  part  of  the  year,  there 
was    simply    not    enough    room. 

Now  it  is  true  that  Selwyn  is  burst- 
ing at  the  seams.  We  have  too  large 
a  student  body  even  for  our  two 
buildings.  Lunch  time  illustrates 
this  perfectly:  it  is  simply  over- 
crowded. Despite  this,  there  is  one 
place  that  would  be  just  perfect  for 
a  common  room.  It  is  so  obvious 
that  many  may  have  overlooked  it. 
It  is  spacious,  conveniently  located, 
and  best  of  all,  it  stands  empty  all 
day.  The  gym  office  outside  the 
lunch  room  is  the  ideal  spot.  In  a 
weekend  six  or  seven  boys  could 
transform  it  into  a  comfortable  and 
homey  place  where  seniors  could 


spend  recess,  free  periods,  and  time 
after  or  before  school.  Granted,  it 
will  never  resemble  the  staff  room. 
Mr.  Coffee®  and  black  leather  are 
luxuries  that  simply  cannot  be 
granted  to  the  plebeian  masses.  But 
we  are  not  asking  for  luxury,  all  we 
want  is  a  room. 

The  gym  office  was  suggested  to 
Mr.  Mitchell.  It  was  rejected  on  the 
basis  that  Mr.  Gordon,  the  new  stu- 
dent counselor,  may  have  to  be 
evicted  from  the  business  office 
where  he  currently  resides  three 
days  a  week,  to  make  room  for 
another  business-type  person.  But 
Mr.  Gordon  still  occupies  an  office 
on  the  third  floor  of  the  Macaulay 
Building  and  the  gym  office  still 
stands  empty  twenty-four  hours  a 
day.  And  frankly,  three-days-a- 
week  occupancy  simply  doesn't 
supersede  the  virtual  continual  use 
that  students  would  make  of  such  a 
room. 

We  want  a  common  room.  And  we 
simply  will  not  accept  the  argument 
that  there  is  not  enough  room  for 
one  while  a  perfect  site  lies  unused. 
The  prefects  have  been  checked  at 
every  turn  in  their  effons  to  get  per- 
mission to  use  the  gym  office.  To 
paraphrase  Antony  Blinkie  Blaikie, 
we  are  a  bunch  of  angry  prefects. 
-David  Williams- 

Editor's  note  •  since  this  article 
was  written,  Mr  Gordon  moved 
into  the  Lucas  Gym  office  as  a  per- 
manent resident.  Seniors  school- 
wide  are  mourning  the  loss  of  yet 
another  common  room. 
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Kubow:  What  to  Wear 

Ed's  Eye  for  Fashion  Focuses  on  Ms.  Kathi  Biggs 


Her  wit,  charm,  and  sense  of  style 
are  apparent  everyday.  Each  morn- 
ing before  the  beginning  of  the  day, 
she  surprises  everyone  with  a 
whole  new  look.  Some  days  it's 
reminiscent  of  Mayfair  in  the 
Thinies  and  on  others  her  look  is 
hip  and  chic  of  the  Nineties.  Last 
Spring,  for  instance,  Kathi  Biggs 
was  caught  in  the  "Baby-doll"  look 
made  famous  by  New  York  design- 
er Anna  Sui.  The  flowing,  floral, 
chiffon  dress  was  accentuated  by 
little  frilled  sockets  and  booties. 
However,  over  the  last  few  years 
Kathi  Biggs'  style  has  changed.  "  I 
find  that  it's  much  more  relaxed," 
says  Brenda  Montgomery.  During 
the  first  few  weeks  back,  Kathi 
Biggs  could  be  seen  sporting  casu- 
al, very  comfortable  looking  sepa- 
rates. In  this  week's  column,  let's 
take  a  look  at  a  week  of  fashion  in 
the  life  of  Kathi  Biggs: 

MONDAY:    Her  navy  blue,  wool 


blazer,  white  blouse,  and  Ogilvy- 
plaid  pants  gave  off  a  no-nonsense 
air.  Although  this  particular  look  is 
devoid  of  any  aesthetic  edge,  it  is 
guaranteed  never  to  fade  due  to  its 
simplicity. 

TUESDAY:  Ms.  Biggs  in  one  of 
her  more  carefree  looks.  Chocolate 
colored  jeans  with  a  matching 
mohair  sweater  and  a  mustard  col- 
ored, wool  tunle-neck.  Normally, 
this  look  is  quite  boring  and  can  be 
titled  as  weekend  wear.  But  Kathi 
Biggs  was  able  to  pull  the  look  back 
into  the  Nineties  with  the  help  of 
the  mohair  sweater  which  is  a 
"must-have"  for  the  fall  '94  season. 

WEDNESDAY:  Kathi  Biggs  once 
again  was  able  to  maintain  the 
excellence  of  what  fall  dressing 
should  be.  Last  fall,  the  Dandy 
look  was  plastered  all  over  cat- 
walks.  This  fall,  Kathi  was  able  to 


update  that  look  by  adding  another 
of  this  season's  "musts"  to  it:  thd^^ 
boot.  Her  Dandy-style,  tweed, 
bolero  jacket  combined  with 
brown,  wool  pants,  a  white  blouse 
and  a  broach  -  the  outfit  had  a 
distinct  character. 

THURSDAY:  This  is  usually  a  day 
when  most  people  are  tired  of  the 
week  and  feel  compelled  to  dress 
for  reasons  of  comfort.  Ms.  Biggs 
chose  to  do  just  that.  Her  blue-grey, 
twill  separates  with  accentuated 
sea-shell  neck  border  were  and  are 
perfect  for  a  day  at  school  or  a  long 
walk  on  the  beach. 

FRIDAY:  Due  to  the  long 
Thanksgiving  weekend  Ms.  Biggs 
and  her  husband  were  off  to  New 
York  for  the  weekend  (an  appropri- 
ate city  for  Ms. Biggs  to  be  in.  .  ^^ 
endless  shopping).  Her  blue  jeans, 
loafers,  brown  blouse  and  jacket 
were  a  great  choice,  especially  if 
her  means  of  transportation  was  an 
airliner. 

-Edward  Kubow- 


Commentary 


Last  Wednesday,  September  14th,  The  Gazette  pub- 
lished a  story  describing  McGill's  new  pension  policy 
which  pays  smaller  monthly  benefits  to  women  than  to 
men  due  to  women's  average  7.4  years  extra  life  span. 
While  many  women  were  repulsed  at  a  seemingly  sex- 
ist policy,  few  of  them  realized  that  car  insurance  poli- 
cies have  been  similarly  "discriminating"  against 
young  men  for  the  past  couple  of  decades.  Young  men 
have  to  pay  approximately  $  800  annually  as  a  third 
driver  for  their  parent's  new  Buick,  for  example,  as 
opposed  to  their  female  counterparts  $  50  fee,  thus 
reflecting  a  glaring  15  to  1  ratio.  This  policy  affects 
the  young  men  till  age  25,  causing  a  net  difference  of 
around  $  6  000,  theprice  of  a  used  car  or  perhaps  even 
a  sex  change!    Both  McGill's  pension  policy  and  car 


insurance's  policy  are  based  on  accurate  statistics 
reflecting  women's  substantially  longer  life  span  and 
young  men's  higher  accident  rate.  To  be  perfectly 
politically  sound,  McGill  would  necessarily  be  finan- 
cially irresponsible  .  .  .and  car  insurance  policies 
would  be  charging  both  young  men  and  women  $  400 
annually  till  the  age  25. 


2nd     Year 


-Gautam  Saxena  ('93) 
Marianopolis     student- 


(This  article  appeared  in  The  Gazette's  "Letter  to  thq^ 
Editors"  on  Monday,  September  26,  1994.  )  "~ 
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Bob  Shannon,   1922-1994    landing  he  hid  his  parachute 

in  a  bam,  and  after  conceal- 


When  he  died,  the  old  men  circled 
his  casket.  Some  were  Spitfire 
pilots,  and  among  them  stood  the 
old  soldier  who  had  flown  with  him 
to  France  for  the  special  ceremony 
after  D  Day.  They  folded  a  pennant 
of  the  RCAF  into  his  hands,  and  a 
bugler  sounded  the  last  post.  His 
grandson  stepped  forward  with  a 
baseball  they  would  throw  some 
nights  in  NDG,  and  then  his  daugh- 
ter put  in  a  photograph  of  the  pilot's 
wedding  day. 

Bob  Shannon  died  this  summer  at 
72.  His  death  might  have  been 
unremarkable,  really  —  a  veteran 
enduring  to  his  50th  armistice  — , 
but  Bob  was  the  last  of  four  broth- 
ers to  father  twenty-eight  children 
in  Montreal.  Raised  in  an  apartment 
on  Clarke,  Bob  went  overseas  in 
1942. 

My  father  was  in  training  in 
Calgary  when  his  older  brother  was 
shot  down.  The  Montreal  Star  pub- 
lished notice  of  Uncle  Bob's  loss, 
but  because  he  had  fallen  over 
occupied  France,  the  family  waited 
months  to  know  his  fate.  Unlike  so 
many.  Uncle  Bob  was  lucky.  On 


ing  himself  for  aweek  in  dense 
woods  he  befriended  a  farmer  who 
offered  him  shelter.  The  skies  above 
the  farmhouse  exploded  in  dog- 
fights. Bob  was  eventually  secreted 
out  of  the  country  by  the  French 
resistance.  When  the  guns  stopped 
altogether  he  found  himself  in 
London. 

As  his  nephew,  I  never  saw  Bob 
often,  but  all  of  us  knew  he  was  dif- 
ferent from  our  fathers.  Bob  told  his 
children,  and  later  us,  that  after  the 
war  he  resolved  to  never  fear  any- 
thing, to  never  waste  "even  two 
minutes"  cowering.  Bob  seemed  to 
move  through  his  life  with  a  greater 
insouciance  than  our  dads,  and  as 
his  son  said  at  the  eulogy,  was  "a 
straight  shooter"  —  unafraid  of 
blunt  talk.  To  me,  both  as  a  boy  and 
man,  Bob  seemed  always  to  be 
laughing. 

I  notice  that  the  deaths  of  grandpar- 
ents strike  our  boys  with  particular 
force.  Bob's  death  moved  me  great- 
ly because  he  takes  with  him  a 
piece  of  my  history  that  no  amount 
of  hearsay  can  replicate:  what  my 
father  was  like  as  a  young  man, 
what  it  felt  to  go  to  war,  to  fly  a 
plane,  to  touch  the  face  of  God 


above  a  continent  at  war. 

I  also  grieve  becau.se,  though  all 
families  are  wasteful,  our  own 
seems  to  have  been  more  so. 
Though  Bob  spent  the  last  two 
decades  of  his  life  in  Montreal,  I 
seldom  met  him.  Busy  with  their 
own  broods,  our  parents  found 
ample  reason  not  to  see  each  other, 
and  their  children  followed  suit. 
Bob  grew  old  and  unfamiliar  not 
five  miles  downtown  from  where 
his  brothers  died  from  cancer,  one 
by  one. 

The  last  time  I  saw  my  uncle  I  was 
just  engaged;  it  must  have  been 
seven  years  ago.  I  had  gone  to  Bob 
to  celebrate  St.  Patrick's  day,  and  to 
recount  my  meeting  my  future  wife. 
He  was  living  alone  on  Guy  in  a 
tiny  apartment  shelved  with  many 
books,  and  always  the  irreplacable 
Luger  he'd  lifted  from  a  German, 
the  uniform,  the  flight  journals.  I 
hold  two  keesakes  from  that  visit:  a 
bundle  of  correspondence  from  my 
father,  written  before  families,  writ- 
ten overseas,  and  ai  answer  to  my 
question  what  kind  of  man  dad  was. 
Bob  looked  right  through  me. 

"He  was  my  best  friend,"  he  said. 

-Pat  Shannon- 


Contest!  Contest!  Contest!  Contest! 


A  challenge  has  been  issued  by  Mr.  James  Stewait.  While  the  title  of  this  publication  has 
become  a  household  name,  its  meaning  has  often  escaped  us.  It  is  Mr.  Stewart's  intention  to 
enlighten  the  student  body,  through  sponsoring  a  contest  obliging  students  to  find  the  meaning 
of  the  word,  "nexus".  The  first  student  in  grades  nine,  ten,  and  eleven  to  correctly  define  the 
word  will  be  given  a  prize.   Hurry  up  with  those  submissions. 


October  26, 1994 


Amman  Khan  is...  Da  Shrink! 
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This  is  indeed  a  truly  lucky  year  for  ye  olde  house  of 
Selwyn  :  Yours  truly  will  solve  all  the  problems  of  the 
inmates  of  this  glorious  institution  (teachers  and  student^ 
alike)  putting  my  renowned  expertise  to  use  to  make  the  Selwyn  posse  a  much  more  mentally  balanced  group  or 
lobotomized  automatons  (the  plot  of  uniformed  clones  who  look  alike  doesn't  work.  'Hint.  Hint.' ).  Before  1  pro- 
ceed to  the  many  questions  I  have  received,  let  me  just  point  out  something:  I  am  not  scared  of  any  of  the  big, 
scary  legal  words  you  might  throw  at  me  if  your  already  messed  up  lives  get  more  screwed  ,  as  I  am  telling  you 
I  am  not  liable  for  any  actions  you  may  commit  after  reading  my  advice.  Now  onto  the  questions  from  my  trou- 
bled Selwyn  Housers  (all  of  these  are  true  questions  and  statements  that  were  directed  to  me  except  for  one  which 
I  wrote  because  I  had  nothing  better  to  do  with  my  time)  .  These  are  kept  anonymous  so  that  you  poor  deluded 
souls  won't  get  insulted  or  embarrassed  later  on. 

STUDENTS  +  TEACHERS 

Q.  People  are  always  beating  up  on  me,  I  can't  take  it  anymore. 
A.  Get  a  life,  you  wimp. 


Q.  I  am  hooked  on  cigarettes,  and  am  having  trouble  quitting. 
A.  Try  crack.  It'll  free  your  mind,  Man! 


Q.  I  am  only  16,  and  am  already  losing  hair 

A.  It's  not  like  you  have  anything  up  there  worth  keeping,  anyway. 


Q.  I  feel  vulnerable  because  I'm  fat,  and  I  feel  as  if  people  are  laughing  at  me. 
A.  Too  bad,  you  fat  blimp. 


This  next  question  was  aimed  at  NEXUS,  and  not  da  Shrink  (but  I'll  answer  it  anyway). 

Q.  Are  the  guys  doing  NEXUS  qualified? 

A.  Sure,  just  look  at  this  excellently  professional  column.  How  would  you  live  without  all  the  great  advice 
and  vital  info  we  provide?  And,  best  of  all,  it's  free! 


Q.  Do  you  have  any  problems  with  Selwyn's  marking  system?  I  can't  stand  it. 
A.  "..."  Duh. 


Cher  Docteur, 


J'ai  un  probleme.  J'enseigne  le  jour  et  je  garde  les  buts  le  soir  au  hockey.  Je  n'ai  plus  de  temps  de  corriger  les 
travaux  et  je  n'ai  plus  de  temps  d'entrainer  pour  les  parties  de  hockey.  Que  dois  je  faire? 
(Some  anonymous  teacher) 

A.  What  the  hell  are  you  doing  teaching  anyway?  You  already  make  a  whole  bundle  of  money  already.  (Geez.  I 
can't  stand  greedy  $#!%S.) 


Q.  I  have  a  loser  called  Ammar  who  wants  to  diagnose  my  problems... 

A.  Yeah!  You're  right!  What  the  hell  am  I  doing  listening  to  da  problems  of  fools  like  you? 

So  until  next  time  I  am  still  da  #1  shrink,  waiting  for  your  problems  to  brighten  up  my  day.  ^ 

P.S.  Thanks  to  all  those  who  volunteered  their  problems;  and  to  all  of  you  whose  questions  I  didn't  publish:  You 
guys  are  sick,  perverted  jerks. 


